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HOW  MANY  DAYS  TO? 

This  day  is  Tuesday,  the  17th  of  March,  1931,  at  three  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon. 

Ninety -five  days  from  to-day,  the  Younger  Boys'  Camp  at  Miniwanca  v/ill  he 
all  set  and  going.  Who  will  be  in  Tent  A or  B nr  C?  7/ho  will  be  there,  anyho  , 
both  old  fellows  and  new? 

What  great  surprises  and  delights  will  be  in  store  for  us  - and  ^ 
days  of  24  hours  each.  Ninety-five  days  is  a matter  of  three  months.  That 
sounds  like  a long  time'.  But  put  it  in  weeks  and  what  have  you?  Thirteen 
weeks  I To  visualize  it  a little  more,  you  have  13  more  Saturdays  at  home  be- 
fore you  roll  down  wonderful  Old  Baldy  and  dive  into  cool  Stony  Lake  again. 

And  that  isn't  all'.  You'll  have  to  revise  all  this  reckoning  because  this 
is  March  17  - St.  Patrick's  birthday  - and  it  will  be  much  later  than  this  e- 
fore  The  Trail  is  in  your  hands . When  it  comes,  suppose  you  notice  the  date, 
get  hold  of  a calendar  and  work  the  number  of  days,  before  camp  opens,  out  for 
yourself.  Boy,  you'll  get  a surprise  and  a kick  out  of  it. 


March  17  to  June  24  - 95  days  (13  Saturdays) 
to  June  24  - 

(Fill  in  date  when  Trail  arrives) 
Memorandum t (Note  here  the  things  you  need  for  can^) 


(Also  send  in  the  name  of  that  fellow  you  want  in  camp-'no^A^ 


t 


GUS  GRUENEWAID  - THE  CAMP  DIRECTOR  FOR  1931 


It  is  with  a lot  of  pleasure  that  we  officially  announce  that  Mr.  Gus 
Gruenewald  is  to  be  the  Director  of  the  Younger  Boys ' Camp  at  Miniwanca  for 
the  term,  June  24 -August  10  - next  summer  (1931) . 

Gus  has  unique  qualities  for  the  directorate . His  fine  leadership  and 
popularity  in  the  Younger  Boys ' Camp  last  summer  vrere  high  spots  of  can\p  life . 
He  steps  into  the  position  of  Director  with  experience  and  a big  desire  to 
make  things  go . We’ 11  have  a banner  year  at  camp. 

Gus  is  a St.  Louis  product.  He  was  bom  in  St . Louis  and  St.  Louis  has 
always  been  his  home . After  graduation  from  high  school,  he  s ought  a place  in 
the  business  world  but  after  a few  years  of  good  business  experience,  he  dis- 
covered his  need  for  a larger  education.  Elmhurst  College  was  his  choice, 
even  if  there  were  other  and  bigger  available  colleges  nearer  home . His  stu- 
dent life  at  Elmhurst  has  been  one  of  outstanding  campus  leadership,  and  all 
the  extra-curricular  activities  of  college  life  get  his  attention.  His  aca- 
demic standing  is  the  best  and  is  the  center  of  all  the  absorbing  things  of 
his  college  life . 

Gus  is  a graduate  of  the  Founders ' Older  Boys ' Camp-C onference . In  four 
years  he  covered  two  hundred  and  twenty  hours  of  leadership  training  with  honor. 
Each  year  in  his  camper  career  he  was  awarded  the  Camp  Honor,  as  well  as  the 
Camp  Award . On  his  Commencement  Sunday,  as  a special  recognition  he  was  pre- 
sented with  the  Camp  medal.  This  is  the  highest  camp  honor,  and  is  awarded  on 
the  basis  of  a four  years ' standing. 

So  now,  fully  trained  and  with  a fine  practical  camping  experience,  he 
becomes  the  Director  of  the  Younger  Boys ’ Camp  at  Camp  Miniwanca.  Associated 
with  him  are  a great  group  of  leaders  and  assistants,  and  (of  course)  Wadjepi  - 
Preston  G.  Orwig  and  Kinji  - John  L.  Alexander,  the  Directors  of  The  American 
Youth  Foxindation,  are  part  of  Gus  * s staff  of  specialists . It  will  be  a great 


It  was  a grand  opportunity  for  the  twenty -four  campers  and  nine  leaders 
to  pioneer  on  our  new  camp  site  last  summer.  Our  group  represented  ten  states, 
and  after  finding  our  various  ways  over  the  traveled  highways , we  climbed  the 
"golden  stairs"  to  our  beautiful  camp  site  - detached  from  the  conventional 


camp! 


FIRST  HAND  NEWS  FROM  1930  LEADERS 


0 


An  Appreciation  of  the  1950  Miniwanca  Younger  Boys  * Camp 
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atmosphere  of  the  city  life. 

From  the  first  day  on,  we  began  to  carry  out  our  group  intention,  which 
was  to  supplement  our  school  life  and  training  by  directed  and  purposeful  out- 
door activity.  Can*^t  you  recall  each  one  of  the  enjoyable  activities,  fellovirs? 
From  the  sound  of  the  rising  bell  to  the  tapping  of  the  "lights  out"  bell,  each 
day  was  chock-full  of  surprises. 

Remember  how  much  pep  those  "set-ups"  gave  you,  and  how 
that  dip  livened  you  up  for  your  day’s  work?  And  then  we 
hopped  over  to  the  Eating  Lodge  and  enjoyed  some  of  those 
cereals  and  biscuits.  And  Just  think  how  much  useful 
camp  work  we  accomplished  in  those  few  moments  right  after 
breakfast.  Sure,  it  was  all  because  each  fellow  did  his 
share  in  preparing  for  the  inspector. 


The  originality  and  vigor  of  camp  life  came  in  those  morn- 
ing class  periods . What  a time  we  had  in  ripping  out  that 
old  target’ s "bull’ s eye " , and  how  we  found  satisfaction 
in  completing  our  model  aeroplanes . I'll  bet  too,  that  some  of  those  genuine 
stories  and  profitable  pointers  that  "Bob"  Lundy  gave  you,  also  have  stuck  in 
your  memory . Then  right  after  Ideals  class,  how  we  made  a bee  line  for  that 
glorious  swim.  We  want  to  be  thankful,  gang,  for  those  two  lakes  and  a creek 
in  which  to  swim  and  canoe . It  isn’t  every  camp  that  is  so  ideally  located. 

Then  it  was  time  again  for  our .noon  meal  - and  believe  me,  the  chef  always  had 
plenty  to  "fill  us  to  the  gills" , didn’t  he? ... « /'Monday  s o o u u u pi"  etc . 

Immediately  after  the  much  deserved  rest  hour,  which  I believe  we  all  ap- 
preciated, came-  the  daily  assembly.  Man  alive ! can’t  you  Just  hear  all  those 
"trick"  songs  we  sang,  and  how  those  group  standings  used  to  get  us  excited. 
"Let’s  give  a yell  for  the  Creeks ! " ?Jhile  in  the  morning  classes  we  used  to 
work  for  our  own  good,  more  or  less , we  sure  did  have  fun  during  the  Project 
period  completing  those  tasks  for  the  mutual  benefit  of  us  ‘all . 

Who  can’t  remember  those  "big  league"  indoor  and  volley-ball  games  of  the 
afternoons?  Let's  see  - who  won  that  Camper -Leader  game?  Hooray  for  the 
Leaders  I Is  there  any  one  of  you  who  didn’t  receive  a challenge  from  those 
splendid  straight-from-the -shoulder  Hillside  talks  of  the  leaders?  No  doubt 
about  it  - Hillside  proved  to  be  the  high  spot  of  the  camp. 

My  mind  is  Just  flooded  with  remembrances  of  those  real,  honest -to -good- 
ness "Night’s  Doings" . T/Wiat  ghost  stories  at  the  camp  fire . . . .what  costumes 
at  the  Masquerade . . . .what  a dark  night  to  "find  the  bacon" . . . .and  such  an 
adventurous  hay-ride  I 

Now  that  we've  recalled  some  of  the  activities , turned  our  thoughts  back 
to  the  banquet  and  the  distribution  of  those  useful  awards , I wonder  if  that 
last  night  in  the  Council  Circle  didn’t  mean  the  most  to  us  after  all.  Constant 
ly  we  had  been  challenged  to  measure  up  and  make  good  to  the  standards  of  the 
camp  group . We  were  striving  daily  to  learn  the  fine  art  of  living  together, 
and  then  came  some  of  the  expressions  of  the  results  obtained  on  the  new 
"proving  grounds " . 
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I believe,  consequently,  that  we  successfully  pioneered  during  the  four 
week  period  of  1930.  There  was  more  to  camp  than  "fun  and  sunburn. .. .just  ask 
some  of  the  many  visiting  parents  and  friends . There  was  that  superior,  mature 
staff  of  men  who  were  vitally  interested  in  building  manhood  and  character . 

And  because  the  camp  had  one  leader  to  each  three  boys,  there  was  individual 
attention.  One  could  not  find  any  exceptional  disciplinary  problems,  because 
of  the  worth  while  activities  provided . 

Let  us  resolve  then,  Campers  of  1930,  to  return  to  Miniwanca  this  year  and 
to  bring  along  another  fine  buddy  like  yourself.  Just  think  of  the  new  club- 
house equipment,  the  improvements  in  program,  and  the  ten  dollar  bonus,  too. 

The  1930  camp  was  an  extreme ly  auspicious  one , but  in  1931,  the  normal,  human 
camp  relationships  should  improve  still  more  because  each  one  of  us  will  strive 
a bit  harder  to  live  the  four -fold  Jesus  Way. 

Gus  Gruenewald 

y 


Boys',  time  sure  does  flyJ  Already  we  are  thinking  of  this  summer's  vaca- 
tion. Before  we  know  it  the  camping  season  will  be  here  and  we  had  better 
begin  making  our  plans  now.  I know  that  you  are  all  planning  to  get  back  to 
camp  this  summer. 

It  was  one  of  the  greatest  experiences  in  my  life  to  be  with  you  fellows 
last  summer.  In  the  first  place,  I got  a great  deal  from  association  with 
such  a dandy  group  of  boys,  and  then,  I got  a big  kick  out  of  being  a pioneer 
camper . Pioneers  are  groat  people ; we  read  about  them  in  history,  we  tell 
stories  about  them,  and  we  often  wish  that  we  could  have'  been  pioneers  in  the 
old  Colonial  days . In  the  years  to  come,  I know  that  the  campers  in  Younger 
Boys ' Camp  at  Miniwhnca  are  going  to  say  "Gee I those  fellows  were  lucky  to 
have  been  in  the  first  camp. " 

I think  that  you  all  like  to  see  a good  football  game.  Now  just  what 
makes  a good  football  team?  Is  it  one  or  two  individual  star  players,  or  is 
it  eleven  men  doing  their  level  best  in  the  right  way  at  the  right  time  and 
place?  In  order  to  have  a good  football  team  we  must  have  team  work.  So  it 
will  be  with  this  summer’ s camp  - in  order  to  make  it  successful,  we  must  all 
be  right  there  pulling  together.  Just  as  a football  team  takes  new  players  and 
works  them  into  their  team,  so  it  will  be  next  summer  with  us.  We  vdll  have 
new  fellows  to  break  into  the  Younger  Boys’  Camp  and  we  must  all  be  there  dging 
our  best. 

When  wo  were  in  camp  last  summer,  I wished  that  I could  become  your  age 
again  and  be  in  camp  as  a camper.  I knov/  that  it  would  have  meant  a great 
deal  to  me . Now  fellows,  I suppose  you  would  do  almost  anything  for  your  pal, 
wouldn’t  you?  Then  get  him  interested  in  coming  to  camp  this  summer  and  you 
will  be  doing  him  a great  kindness  which  he  will  never  forget. 

Oh,  boy I can't  you  just  feel  the  cool  refreshing  water  of  Stony  Lake  as 
we  take  that  morning  plunge  in  order  to  wake  us  up  and  warm  us  up  for  the  day I 
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And  don't  you  just  get  terribly  hungry  when  you  think  of  those  big  meals  after 
our  little  hike  to  the  Eating  Lodge?  I can  taste  them  right  now.  Say,  do  the 
thrills  run  through  me  every  time  I think  of  camp?  And  howl 


So  let's  meet  at  camp  again  this  summer  and  talk 
things  over.  I know  that  you  all  will  be  there  because 
you  just  couldn’t  be  kept  away  if  you  were  chained. 
Until  then,  and  from  then  on,  I know  we  are  going  to 
be  our  own  selves  at  our  very  best  all  the  time. 


See  you  in  June  I 


Harry  Monroe 


O- 


Wwwhheeeeeeeeeeeeee I All  in  for  the  dipt  Remember 
that  old  siren  that  used  to  blow  us  in  and  out  of  the 
dip  in  the  morning?  Well,  that  old  siren  always 
reminds  me  of  Camp  - the  good  times  we  used  to  have 
dashing  down  the  bank  to  plunge  into  the  water  every 
morning . 


And  Camp  always  seems  to  me  to  be  like  that  sireii;  ‘ ‘ 

It  starts  kind  of  slow  along  about  spring,  and  then 

it  gradually  picks  up  until  before  you  realize  it,  there  you  are  back  at  Camp 
again  going  full  blast.  And  then,  do  you  remember  how  long  it  took  for  the 
old  siren  to  die  down?  Well  Camp's  the  same  way.  It  takes  so  long  to  die 
down  that  just  about  the  time  it's  gone,  why  it’s  spring  again  and  up  it 
starts  to  do  it  all  over  again. 


And  what  a bunch  of  fellows  we  had  at  Camp  last  year  I Every  time  I think 
of  archery,  I see  a target  with  a vdiole  bunch  of  arrows  in  the  bull’s  eye. 

That ’ s another  way  to  think  about  Camp  - as  a great  big  bow.  And  the  fellows 
are  the  arrows . If  that ’ s what  Camp  is,  then  last  year  she  sure  made  a bull’s 
eye  with  every  arrow  before  the  summer  was  over.  And  speaking  of  shes,  do  you 
remember  how  much  we  used  to  hear  about  how  good  the  Younger  Girls  were  at 
everything?  Well,  after  Camp  closed,  I went  over  to  the  Younger  Girls’  Camp, 
and  let  me  toll  you  that  those  girls  couldn't  shoot  half  as  well  as  we  could. 
If  the  Younger  Girls  can  put  it  over  the  Younger  Boys  in  anything,  I have  yet 
to  see  it. 


And  now  I’m  beginning  to  wonder  if  next  summer’ s camp  is  going  to  beat 
last  summer’ s . Do  you  think  it  will?  And  I vfonder  if  the  Creeks  will  be  able 
to  win  the  cup  again . Well,  there's  a whole  sur.mier  of  Camp  yet  before  I'll 
know.  A whole  summer  of  treasure  hunts,  and  athletic  meets,  and  baseball 
games  (remember  how  the  leaders  showed  the  campers  a few  things  about  ball 
! playing?  Well,  they'  11  show  them  a few  things  more  next  year)  and  the  swim- 
ming meet  (betcha  Bob  Inks  wins  the  diving  next  year)  and  volleyball,  and 
archery,  and  horseshoes,  and  all  the  other  things  that  make  Camp. 


And  Hillside I wonder  how  many  of  us  appreciated  the  talks  we  heard 
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at  Hillside  last  year.  And  I wonder  how  many  of  us  have  taken  them  to  heart 
and  have  tried  to  be  real  FOUNDERS.  For  after  all,  that’s  what  Camp  Miniwanca 
really  stands  for  - being  a FOUNDER,  and  living  the  Jesus  Yfay. 


Wayne  F.  Browning,  Jr. 


■<> 


-1^, 

rfi  > / 
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March,  April  and  May,  then  comes  June  - it  won’t  be  long 
now’  Remember  in  June  last  year  vjhen  the  big  Greyhound 
unloaded  us  all  in  Squaw  Bay  and  even  before  we  could  hop 
out  of  the  bus,  Wadjepi  was  taking  moving  pictures  of  our 
arrival.  Then  we  walked  up  to  the  new  club-house  - the 
carpenters  were  just  cleaning  up  - we  were  the  first  to  use 
it.  Everything  was  strange . We  looked  out  over  Stony  Lake 
from  the  bluff  at  the  flagpole  and  almost  thought  a good^ 
jump  would  land  us  in  the  water  - until  we  started  throwing 
stones  in. 

Then  Kinji  assigned  us  to  our  tents . Bud  LaBarr,  Dave 
McCullough  and  I went  down  to  move  in  and  get  acquainted  - 
holding  an' 'Indian  war  dance  on  our  mattresses . Then  that  red-headed  Irislroan, 
Flanagan,  coasted  in  with  a beret  and  a big  smile.  Well,  believe  me,  ^ had 
a tent,  even  if  Gus  did  take  inspection  from  us  by  15  points  in  over  1500. 

Yeah,  Sands  1 1 

Joe  YJhitwam  was  next  to  us  with  the  great  Zetterberg  - master  humorist, 

Joe  Edwards  and  Dave  Orwig,  another  real  tentful  of  good  times.  Remember  when 
Joe  saved  all  his  clothes  and  Steve ’ s duffel  bag  (or  something  equally  valuable) 
at  the  big  fire  drill.  Remember  when  Sid  Wortman’s  bed  slid  out  of  his  ^ tent ; 
when  Clarkie  fed  his  Heavenly  Twins  (Bugs  and  Bud)  a special  bowl  of  spinach, 
and  Alspach  with  his  "Pep"  for  breakfast;  Gus  shouting  Store  1 1 out  of  the  , 

lodge  window  after  supper;  Alspach’ s big  blue  shirt. .. .etc.,  etc. 

Did  we  have  fun  or  did  we  have  fun? 

But  in  1931,  gang,  everything  that  can  possibly  be  improved  will  be  so;  a 
big  workshop  under  the  club-house  (remember  the  Treasure  Hunt  under  there  ) a 
real  rifle,  as  well  as  archery  range,  with  real  care  and  instruction,  a slight  y 
bigger  camp  group  - about  10  or  12  instead  of  6 in  each  clan,  (Will  the  Creeks 
win  again?)  and  everything  set  for  a real  time.  It  is  even  rmored  that  es- 
calators have  been  installed  at  the  drop  in  the  trail  to  the  Eating  Lodge. 

Remember,  fellows,  that  last  night  around  the  Council  Fire,  when  we  all  sat 
there  and  considered  our  four  weeks  at  Miniwanca,  and  the  year  stretching  be- 
fore us.  we  all  decided  to  make  a real  effort  to  come  back  in  1931.  7°^  , 

have  some  real  pal,  bring  him  with  you  and  give  him  the  same  chance  you  ve  had 
to  learn  the  FOUITDER  principles  and  the  Four-Fold  Ideal. 

Send  in  your  registration  now  - the  last  one  in’s  a nigger  baby  and  that 
calls  for  a bigger  and  better  1931  P.  T . 

Founderly  yours, 

Dick  Lodge. 
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Last  STJtmmer’'s  camp  was  one  I shall  never  forget.  It  was 
the  first  real  contact  I had  ever  had  with  younger  boys, 
and  it  was  a great  experience.  It  was  a real  thrill  to 
live  with  them  and  watch  them  change  (for  some  were 
surely  very  changeable)  and  to  notice  the  difference  in 
them  from  when  they  came  to  camp.  Our  Hillsides,  our 
meetings  in  the  Lodge,  and  oh^ just  loads  of  things  are 
all  so  firmly  written  in  my  mind.  One  of  the  things 
that  struck  me  most  was  Kobe  Hill*s  speech  *'The  Song  of  Miniwanca."  It  is  one 
thing  I shall  never  forget. 

I would  like  to  see  you  fellows  again  but  at  this  time  just  "Hello*."  to 
all  of  you  - Red,  Bud,  Sid,  Bob,  etc.,  etc.  You  surely  are  a great  bunch  - and 
how  you  used  to  fight  to  win*.  I wish  we  could  all  get  together  some  place  for 
an  evening  and  talk  things  over.  It  would  be  lots  of  fun.  I surely  wish  you 
all  the  luck  in  the  world  and  may  next  Sxjmmer’s  camp  find  you  all  back  and 
ready  to  start  work  again . 

Morgan  Clark 


It  does  a person’s  heart  good  to  be  in  contact  with  young  FOUNDERS,  even 
if  only  in  writing.  The  winter  is  over  and  we  begin  to  think  about  camp  again. 
Camp!  the  thing  vre  all  look  forward  to,  leaders  and  directors  included.  On 
climbing  the  steps  up  to  the  Younger  Boys ' club-house  last  summer  for  the  first 
time,  I was  tremendously  impressed  by  the  spirit  of  the  gang.  Most  of  the  camp- 
ers had  known  each  other  for  only  a few  hours  and  yet  they  had  already  caught 

the  spirit  of  the  Founders ’ Camps.  There  was  the  opening  meeting  and  then 

the  first  night  under  khaki  tents . The  hustle  and  bustle  and  excitement  of  the 
bunk -making  just  whetted  our  feeling  for  life  in  the  out-of-doors ....  God ’ s out-  { 
! of -doors . Ten  hours  of  good  sound  comfortable  sleep  (even  if  it  was  104°  in  the 

shade  in  St.  Louis)  set  us  just  right  for  the  next  day. 

And  the  first  morning  dip.  Splash*,  splash!  splash!  intermingled  with 
"O-o-o’s"  and  "A-a-ah’s".  And  the  first  breakfast. . . .we  ate  and  ate  and  ate,  ' 
just  filling  ourselves  with  the  famous  Miniwanca  food,  and  then  we  vre  re  ready  | 
for  the  morning  program.  With  the  inspection  period  over,  came  the  more  pleas- 
ant job  of  building  model  airplanes  and  practicing  archery  under  Dick’ s com- 
petent leadership.  Bob ’ s interesting  "ideals"  class  at  the  " ideal"  spot  over- 
looking Stony  Lake  will  long  be  remembered.  And  the  swimming  in  Stony!  With 
the  rest  of  the  day  devoted  to  playing  in  the  FOUNDER  way,  we  hear  ourselves  . 1 

j giving  a big  "Yeah! " for  the  Creeks  or  a "Sing  you  Beaches"  (one  of  Ed's  spe-  j 
cialties)  a big  yell  for  the  Sands  and  a "R-r-r-r-r-r  Breakers !"  j 

And  so  on  till  the  end  of  camp:  four  glorious  weeks,  chock-full  of  fun  - j 
hayrides,  athletic  and  aquatic  meets,  overnite  hike , boat  trips,  beach  parties , | 
outdoorscraft,  camp-fires,  and  "Oh,  what  fun" . Just  the  things  that  make  you 
want  to  come  back  for  more!  And  it  is  the  living  during  the  next  forty-eight 
long  weeks  coming  that  counts . So  we  all  catch  the  FOUNDER  spirit  and  live  our  j 
best  \intil  we  meet  again until  June  241  | 


Alfred  C . Alspach 
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Dear  Fellows: 


With  the  snow  three  feet  deep  on  the  road,  over  your  head  in  drifts,  and  | 
still  coming  down  out  here,  I find  iryself  lost  in  thoughts  of  last  year’ s j 

Youneer  Boys’  Camp.  Gee,  those  were  happy  days:  It  seems  I can  feel  the  warmth  j 

of  the  sunshine  as  we  sat  in  Ideals  class  on  the  hillside  overlooking  Stony  ^ | 

Lake.  I can  feel  the  coolness  of  the  water  again,  especially  as  we  plunged  in  j 
for  the  morning  dip.  And  then  the  hiking  - over  the  trail  to  the  Eating  Lodge,  i 
up  Old  Baldy,  along  the  beach,  or  elsewhere.  Boy,  I’d  like  to  be  there  and  do  j 
it  all  over  again. 

I wonder  how  everybody  is?  When  I close  my  eyes  I can  see  Red  Flanagan’s 
sorrel  top  shining  in  the  sun;  I can  hear  Ed  Waite’s  flute ; there  goes  Bob 
Wortman  with  that  prize  note -book  in  his  hand.  Those  were  some  dandy  shots 
Teeter  made  in  archery.  In  swimming,  in  scouting  and  the  rest  - say,  just  see 
those  sweater-winners  strutting  around.  The  Camp  Miniwanca  emblem  is  the  pret- 
tiest one  I’ve  seen  in  a great  while . All  you  fellows  who  have  one  want  to 
plan  to  be  back  next  year  to  set  the  pace  for  the  newcomers.  Wonder  if  they’ll 
have  any  initiation  for  them,  and  if  so,  what  kind  it  will  be.  I sure  hope 
they’ 11  be  a good  bunch  when  they  come . 


Vfell,  fellows  - Pete,  Dave,  Jim,  Bugs,  J.D.,  and  the  rest,  it  certainly  is 
wonderful  to  me  that  the  group  we  had  last  year  turned  out  to  be  such  a dandy 
bunch.  IWiy,  the  first  few  days  we  were  hash’.  - all  so  different  - kinds, 
and  from  different  places  and  states . But  then,  that ’ s the  particular  contri  u- 
tion  Miniwanca  makes.  It  gets  you  where  you  live,  and  makes  a fellow  want  to  do 
and  live  up  to  his  best  all  the  time.  Those  four  weeks  last  year  were  the  best 
I personally,  had  all  year.  I hope  they  were  the  same  for  you.  When  summer 
comes,  let’s  all  get  back  together  again  - leaders,  campers,  and  all  - for  four 
or  seven  glorious  weeks  of  "the  good  old  summer  time  . 


Here’s  to  "Miniwanca,  Camp  of  Golden  Splendor  I " Our  Campl  A warm  greet- 
ing and  a hearty  hand -shake  to  each  and  every  one  of  you. 

f 

Bob  Lundy 


the  1931  CAMP  LITERATURE 


There  are  two  (2)  special  Younger  Boys’ 

Camp  leaflets  - "Announcing  the  Younger 
Boys’  Camp"  and  "Character  in  the  Making" . 

Have  you  had  your  copies?  Do  you  wish  them  to  go  to  some  fellow  that  you  would 
like  to  see  in  camp  next  summer?  If  you  do,  you  would  better  hurry  in  getting 
your  request  to  the  FOUNDERS’  office,  because  the  first -named  folder  is  almost 
exhausted. 


Both  leaflets  are  well  illustrated  with  pictures  of  last  year’s  camp  and 
the  second  leaflet  gives  all  the  plans  for  next  summer.  It  is  the  Camp  Pros- 
pectus for  Younger  Boys  - 11  to  15  years  of  age. 
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We  have  a booklet  which  your  parents  ought  to  have.  It  is  named  "The  Amor-| 
ioan  Youth  Foundation  - Its  Service".  Yfe  want  every  father  or  mother  to  have  | 
a copy  and  we  will  gladly  send  your  parents  one  of  these  on  request.  i 

Have  you  a little  sister  (11  to  15  years  of  age)?  "Camp  Miniwanca  for  j 
Younger  Girls"  has  been  prepared  for  her.  Maybe  there  is  a girl  of  your  ovm  • 
age  that  you  would  like  to  see  at  csmp.  Send  us  her  name  and  her  father's  or  | 

' mother's  initials  and  address  and  we  will  send  a copy  to  her.  j 

Have  you  a big  brother  or  sister  (16-21  years  of  age)?  "The  Road  to  j 
Success  Lies  in  the  Land  of  Self"  has  been  written  especially  for  them,  and  I 
a copy  is  available.  Send  name  and  address  and  w©  will  mail  it  at  once.  i 

And  now  - think  a little'.  For  every  new  younger  boy  or  girl  you  register  , 
for  camp  (and  who  attends  for  a four-weeks  period)  you  have  a cash  credit  of  | 
^10.00.  For  every  older  boy  or  girl  camper,  you  have  a cash  credit  of  $5.00.  , 
In  each  case,  the  credit  hinges  on  the  camper  being  in  camp  for  the  camp  period.! 
You  can  make  your  pocket-money  for  the  summer  by  getting  busy  now!  j 


I»M  TALKING  TO  YOU  ABOUT  CM? 


That  title  ought  to  make  you  sit  up  and  take  notice!  If  you  want  to  be  i 

sure  of  making  lots  of  conversation,  all  you  have  to  do  is  talk  to  one  of  the 

pioneer  younger  boy  campers  of  last  year ' s camp.  You  won't  have  to  wind  him  up. 
Nay,  nay!  He's  just  like  one  of  these  newfangled  electric  clocks . He  was 
"plugged  in"  last  summer  and  he's  been  going  ever  since.  Am  I right? 

Well,  you  should  have  seen  the  St.  Louis  younger  boy  outfit  at  the  Annual  | 
Banquet  of  the  St.  Louis  Founder  Fellowship.  The  bunch  draped  themselves  j 

around  one  end  of  a long  table  where  they  could  stop  all  the  food  that  came  down I 
the  line,  and  proceeded  to  make  some  new  records  in  the  eating  line . Jim  Orwig 
said  "Gee  whiz!  but  that  ham  was  good!"  - baked  ham  it  was.  Sid  and  Bob  Wort-  j 
mann  were  very  clearly  getting  themselves  groomed  for  new  records  next  summer  j 

at  Miniwanca.’  Ed  Yfaite,  Charlie  Hudson,  Bill  Fraser,  Homer  LaBarr  and  Dave  j 

Orwig  had  very  little  to  say  - during  the  eating  period  - but  how  they  did  yell  | 

when  "Hinky  Dinky  Parley  Voo"  was  started . Joe  Edwards  represented  the  Younger 
Boys'  Camp  in  the  speechmaking  of  the  evening  and  he  sure  did  himself  proud. 

Joe  was  sort  o'  exasperated  ( good  word,  gang)  over  the  fact  that  the  committee 
told  him  that  he  should  not  talk  more  than  two  minutes.  And  Joe  being  a rigid 
disciplinarian  (ring  the  bell  again)  said  "Yea,  I'll  stick  to  two  minutes  and 
he  did.  Then  blow  me  if  the  other  three  speakers  didn't  proceed  to  use  up  about 


Page  12 

Next  in  line,  ladiees  and  gentelmun,  is  Fred  Flanagan, 
undoubtedly  one  of  the  greatest  - if  not  the  greatest  booster 
of  the  Foxmders’  Younger  Boys'  Camp  in  the  whole  wide  world. 
Red  is  attending  Pawling  School  at  Pawling,  New  York.  He  was 
half-back  on  the  third  team  until  he  fractured  his  collarbone, 
"it's  all  well  now  though"  writes  Fred.  Every  camper  knows 
that  anybody  working  opposite  Red  is  in  for  a strenuous  time. 
Wonder  what  happened  to  the  other  fellow.  "Goshll"  continues 
Red  "I  sure  hope  I can  come  to  camp  this  summer.  When  I look  back  over  it,  I 
think  it  was  the  neatest  summer  I ever  had.  I have  the  pictures  of  the  camp 
leaders  right  over  my  desk  so  that  I can  look  at  them  for  models  for  myself. 
Just  now  I am  interested  in  airplanes,  as  usual,  but  more  interested  in  astron- 
omy and  rocket  planes."  You  are  right,  gang,  Fred  is  trying  to  line  up  some 
fellows  to  come  along  with  him  to  Miniwanca.  Hooray  for  Fred  and  the  Empire 
State  delegation. 


Gene  Teeter  has  written  his  second  letter  to  the  Founder  office . That ' s j 
two  ahead  of  some  other  certain  parties  - no  names  necessary.  "Teet"  is  making  | 
top  notch  grade s in  school,  plays  the  marimba-zylophone ; expects  to  play  in  the  i 
school  orchestra,  has  been  offered  a job  to  play  with  the  New  Castle  Cadet  Band ; ! 
has  been  playing  basketball  and  also  has  a pet  gold  fish  (what ' s its  name , Teet?) 
And  yes,  he  is  hoping  100^  that  he  will  get  back  to  camp.  We  want  you.  Gene  - 
you  are  real  stuff. 


Jim  Orwig  crawled  across  the  editorial  dead  line  at  7:31-|-  this  morning, 
when  he  tucked  the  following  in  his  dad's  handj  "l  got  a sled  for  Christmas 
and  I've  been  wait in  along  time  for  snow.  But  the  other  day  it  snowed  and  I 
walked  about  2 miles  to  a good  hill . I stayed  there  about  2 hours  and  then 
started  back  (although  it  was  about  5 : 30)  and  after  many  quarter  hours  (which 
seemed  to  be  hours)  I got  home  AND  BEFORE  YOU  NEW  IT  I was  hitten  the  hay. 
Sweet  dreams  of  camp  (which  I do  every  night)  to  you  all." 


Yes,  I'm  talking  of  camp  and  I want  to  impress  upon  you  pioneer  campers  to 
get  busy  with  your  friends  real  quick  and  send  in  the  names  of  your  prospects  - 
the  fellows  you  hope  to  line  up  for  camp.  Spring  is  here . Dads  and  mothers  and 
sons  are  beginning  to  look  around  for  a good  camp  which  son  will  attend  next 
summer.  You  follows  want  to  be  the  first  to  scoop  up  these  pals  of  yours . With 
the  camp  quota  just  double  that  of  last  year,  it  means  that  the  camp  will  be 
filled  before  you  know  it,  and  you  certainly  want  to  get  your  friends  in  and 
earn  several  of  those  ten  dollar  bonuses . 


Return  the  enclosed  sheet  with  the  names  of  your  prospective  campers  - 
double  quick, and  we  will  send  literature  to  them,  and  a good  letter  to  their 
dads  and  then  you  can  do  the  rest  and  sign  'em  up. 

So  long  - lights  out'. 

Wadjepi 


P.  S . And  what  a postscript  this  is i just  this  moment  hot  from  the  mail . I 
give  it  all  as  is:  "Anderson,  Ind.  Madison  Avenue , R.  R.  3^-,  J anuary  26th,  1931" 
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“Dear  Wadjepi;  Boy,  I have  a reason  to  be  happy.  No  you  couldn't  guess  I am 
filling  out  my  camp  registration  blank  now.  Well  some  news  for  The  Trail.  I 
am  sitting  at  my  desk  and  can  hear  my  dog  bark  he  is  a beautiful  collie  and 
about  three  feet  high.  Foy!  what  a Christmas  I had  I hope  the  rest  of  you 
campers  had  the  same.  I got  lots  of  things  but  my  favorts  are  a c heme r sty  set 
and  a moving  camera. 

"The  other  day  when  I was  riding  home  from  school  I saw  lying  in  the  road  a dead i 
bird.  I later  found  out  it  was  a snowy  owl.  I took  it  home  and  about  a day 
later  had  it  mounted  it  is  a very  large  bird  with  2 feet  wing  spread  and  about 
a foot  and  a half  long.  Sincerely  yours , 

Your  Founder  friend  - Newell.” 

Hooray  for  Newell!  The  camp  is  sure  to  be  good  next  summer  with  Newell  back. 


THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SUN 


There ’ s a trail  at  Miniwanca, 

A glory  spangled  trail. 

That  strikes  across  the  waters 
To  the  sun; 

And  the  blue  and  silver  waters , 

The  opal -tinted  waters 
Stand  on  either  side,  in  smiles. 

To  see  it  run; 

IVhile  the  sky,  in  silent  wonder. 

In  luster-lumined  wonder. 

Waits  to  welcome  it,  triumphant. 
When  it  comes. 

And  I sail  that  trail  each  evening 
In  a vessel  built  of  dreams. 

That  golden  trail  that  r\ins  to 
Meet  the  sun; 

And  my  sails,  of  fancies  woven. 

Now  white , now  rose,  now  golden. 
Filled  with  winds  of  aspiration. 
Bear  me  on; 

And  the  trail  of  light  I follow 
Leads  me  always  to  the  place 
Where  the  twilight  and  the  dawning 
Are  as  one! 


THE  1931  PROSPECTIVE  CAMPER  BLANK 


Here  you  are.  Wadjepi,  I»m  not  going  to  be  last  this  time, 
to  these  fellows  and  a letter  to  their  dads  and  1*11  follow  them 
for  the  best  camp  ever  this  summer  at  Miniwanca. 


Rush  literature 
up  hot.  Yours 


Sign  your  name  here 


Name  of  Prospective  Camper  Number  and  Street 


Parents ■ 
State  Age  Initials 


Town 


c 
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BENONA 

A Serial  Story  by  Kinji 
Part  I 


The  sun  was  at  the  end  of  his  water  trail  on 
glorious  Lake  Michigan  on  a glowing  summer  evening 
some  seventy-five  years  ago.  The  waves  lapped  gently 
against  the  piling  of  the  great  pier^at  the  mouth  of 
Stony  Creek,  and  a group  of  brawny  woodsmen  were  idly 
swinging  their  legs  as  they  sat  and  smoked  on  the 
high  porch  of  the  Benona  general  store  - just  where 
the  bridge  crossed  Stony,  over  by  the  mill.  Three 
great  lumber  ships,  their  sails  furled  and  covered, 
were  tied  to  the  pier,  while  one  fully  loaded  with 
pine  and  cedar  was  just  casting  off  for  the  over-lake  trip  to  Chicago,  The  lum- 
ber was  urgently  needed  in  Buffalo,  Pittsburgh,  and  New  York. 

2 

Two  figures  stood  on  the  high  dune,  just  behind  the  pier  and  a little  to 
its  left  as  you  looked  westward  into  the  setting  sun.  Both  of  them  were  gazing 
into  the  trail'^of  the  sun,  speechless  in  the  awe  and  glory  of  the  quietness  and 
splendor  of  the  dying  day.  Slowly  the  sun  dipped  and  sank,  far  out  on  the  hori- 
zon, into  the  waters  of  the  lake . One  almost  expected  to  see  a great  cloud  of 
hissing  steam  rise  from  the  waters  as  the  sun  plvinged  into  their  westward  roll. 
Instead,  there  shot  up  into  the  clouds,  far  up  in  the  deepening  sky,  a good-bye 
of  brilliant  sun  rays  and  a hundred  colors , shades  and  hues  illumined  and  tinted 
the  backs  of  the  darkening  c louds , breaking  through  in  a glory  of  colors . Opal 
and  red,  delicate  blues  and  orange  and  gold,  crimson  bordered  with  pinks  and 
lilac  and  wavering,  changing  hues  and  shades,  violet  and  purples  and  great 
stretches  of  browns  that  looked  like  bronzes,  stabbed  with  silver  and  touched 
with  gold. , . ,a  living,  pulsing  glory  that  neither  tongue , nor  pen,  nor  any 
language  could  express . And  these  majesties  of  the  afterglow  lighted  up  ter- 
raced cities  and  batt lamented  castles  and  mystery  lakes  and  lofty  mountains  and 
strange  figures  of  men  and  beasts  among  the  serried  c louds  in  the  blue -black 
sky.  Pelicans  and  loons  and  flying  fish,  with  giant  bears  and  saber-toothed 
monsters,  a fleet  footed  pony  and  a mountain-man  with  great  thighs,  the  head  and 
shoulders  of  a colossus,  and  a nose  a half  mile  long,  - all  were  disporting  them 
selves  among  the  crags  of  the  sky  in  the  unutterable  beauty  of  the  afterglow. 

And  the  silence  of  the  evening  was  unbroken  by  any  noise,  save  the  music  that 
is  heard  within  the  heart . 

Impe r c e pt ib ly , slowly,  slowly,  shade  by  shade,  degree  by  degree,  but  slowly 
as  one  lingers  over  a delicious  tidbit,  the  colors  grew  less  brilliant  and 
gradually  lost  their  glow.  The  night  drew  her  blue,  now  dark  blue,  now  dark, 
and  at  last,  her  sable  cloak  about  her  shoulders,  and  the  magic  city  with  its 
terraced  battlements  and  the  strange  giant  men  and  beasts  hid  themselves  behind 
the  folds  of  her  robe  - and  it  was  just  night  at  the  end  of  another  day I 

(l.  Only  the  piling  of  the  great  pier  remains  as  a memo}*y  of  these  days . ) 

(2.  Now  known  as  Arbor  Vitae  Heights  or  Vesper  Dune . ) 

(3.  "There’s  a trail  at  Miniwanca,  a glory  spangled  trail . ") 
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Suddenly,  the  younger  of  the  two  figures  on  the  high  dune  straightened  up 
as  a twinkling  light  appeared  where  sky  and  waters  meet,  but  far  too  bright  for 
any  passing  ship,  and  as  the  Evening  Star  flared  out  of  the  sky,  cried  out  with 
the  shrill  note  that  tells  of  pain  out  of  beauty,  "Dad,  did  any  others  besides 
us  ever  see  such  things?  It  hurts.  Dad,  to  see  so  much.  It  is  all  so  beautiful' 
And  the  man  replied,  "Son,  no  one  - not  even  the  great'  Creator  - ever  saw  just  j 

what  we  saw  to-night.  Each  night,  a new  picture  is  painted  in  the  sky  for  eyes  | 
that  can  see.  But,  Son,  I guess  that  thousands  of  keen  eyes  and  hungry  hearts 
have  seen  like  beauty  from  this  very  spot.  We  lumber- jacks  are  here  now  because 
our  cities  need  the  timber  that  these  great  dunes  offer  to  their  rapidly  growing 
streets  and  homes,  but  for  countless  generations  before  us,  the  Indian  in  his 
simple  needs  and  faith  stood  here  and  saw  his  "happy  h\inting  grounds"  in  the 
peace  and  glory  of  the  western  night.  The  explorers,  too,  - great  names  all  of 
them  - Joliet  and  Marquette  and  LaSalle,  saw  and  wondered,  as  their  souls  were 
filled  with  the  glory  and  awe  that  we  have  seen  and  felt,  but  it  was  the  Red 
Man  who  roamed  these  dunes  for  ages  that  nightly  saw  the  glory  of  the  afterglow!' 

"Dad,  tell  me  about  these  Indians  who  once  owned  our  timber  lands.  "'/Wiat 
sort  of  men  were -they,  anyhow,  that  it  was  necessary  for  us  to  take  their  places 
for  the  sake  of  building  up  a civilization?  That’s  what  my  teacher,  over  in  ' 
Chicago,  says  is  our  job  to-day." 

"Is  that  what  she  says,  son?  Well,  there’s  a good  deal  more  to  it  than 
that.  But  it’s  getting  pretty  dark  up  here  and  it  is  a good  stretch  down  to  the 
beach  and  back  to  the  bunk-house.  Let’s  hike  back  and  I’ll  tell  you  something 

about  the  Indians  who  owned  these  dunes,  the  next  time  that  we  climb  up  here." 

"All  right.  Dad,  I’m  hungry.  I hope,  too,  it’s  a good  night  to-morrow  for 

another  climb.  Gee,  it  is  dark,  isn’t  it?" 

(To  be  continued) 


"Day  is  done ; gone  the  sun 

From  the  lake. 

From  the  hills. 

From  the  sky; 

All  is  well,  safely  rest, 

God  is  nigh. 

Fading  light  dims  the  sight. 
And  a star 
Gems  the  sky 
Gleaming  bright. 

From  afar,  drawing  nigh. 
Falls  the  night  I " 


.^3 


